156                       MYSELF AND  MY FRIENDS

"             I don't think I much want any book,

even MasefiekTs, about any phase of the war It
is always with me, at every hour of the day and at
most hours of the night What I want to read is
something which takes me millions of miles away
from it

"This sounds ungracious and ungrateful, but it
isn't I should so much like to have an hour with
you alone, somewhere, some time

"H HA"

The next letter was in answer to mine, sent to him
on the day of the fall of the Coalition

"Dearest Lillah,

"What a beautiful letter you have written to me'
It is all very tragic, but I have the most wonderful
tributes of love and confidence from the people I
care for most Of whom, I need not tell you, you are
one of the most prized We must try to meet some-
time next week it ought to be easier now We
shall probably be turning out of this house next week
Do you still think that I ought to climb the
steep ascent of Pisgah?              Bless you dear "

Five days afterwards he wrote again In the inter-
vening days the glory had departed The doors of
No 10 were opening to receive the new Prime Minister
Younger and louder voices were raised in Westminster
From the quiet of his country house, The Wharf, he
wrote again

"Dearest LiUah,

"It was a great joy to me to get your very sweet
letter So long as I do not lose the love of my real
friends (of whom you are one by every title), I don't
mind the rest 'They have said          Let them say ' "